We sailed on New Year's Eve to open at the Times Square
Theatre in New York early in January 1931.

My clothes in the play were all made for me by Molyneux.
He made me beautiful things, and Amanda did justice to
them.

When we came to New York I brought along a sufficient
number of dresses for use in the play to last six weeks. At
the end of that period Molyneux sent me an entirely new
set which I wore during the next six weeks. In this way my
clothes were always fresh, and even though they were
copied, we never changed their design. They were part
and parcel of Amanda.

One of my properties \vas an extra-long cigarette holder,
and this Edgar Wallace supplied. He kept me in holders,
all marked E.W., for the run of the play.

I had expected Bert would meet me when we docked.
But he did not. A radiogram to the ship told me he was at
Palm Beach. In a few days he returned. When he did,
I found him strangely different from the Bert who had seen
me off to England the previous spring. He was distrait. He
admitted he was terribly worried about the financial situa-
tion, which, had grown worse instead of better. America
was tobogganing into a depression, and no one, apparently,
knew how to stop it. Like everyone else, I had lost my
paper profits and a lot more. But I still had my work.
Private Lives was repeating the success it had had in London.

One day I was lunching with Bert and some friends on
Long Island. When we left the table I went into the powder
room. I was seated in front of the mirror, putting on my
lipstick, when I became aware of women's voices in the
adjoining room.